THE CHILDREN'S  OMNIBUS

Fountain of Pirene, as he used to do in your fore-
fathers' days?"

But then the country-fellow laughed.

Some of you, my little friends, have probably
heard that this Pegasus was a snow-white steed, with
beautiful silvery wings, who spent most of his time on
the summit of Mount Helicon. He was as wild, and as
swift, and as buoyant, in his flight throught the air, as
any eagle that ever soared into the clouds. There
was nothing else like him in the world. He had no
mate; he had never been backed or bridled by a
master; and for many a long year he led a solitary
and a happy life.

Oh, how fine a thing it is to be a winged horse!
Sleeping at night, as he did, on a lofty mountain-top,
and passing the greater part of the day in the air,
Pegasus seemed hardly to be a creature of the earth.
Whenever he was seen up very high above people's
heads, with the sunshine on his silvery wings, you
would have thought that he belonged to the sky, and
that, skimming a little too low, he had got astray
among our mists and vapours, and was seeking his way
back again. It was very pretty to behold him plunge
into the fleecy bosom of a bright cloud, and be lost in
it for a moment or two, and then break forth from the
other side. Or, in a sullen rainstorm, when there was
a grey pavement of clouds over the whole sky, it
would sometimes happen that the winged horse
descended right through it, and the glad light of the
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